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The following remarks should have preceded ‘the “ Valley 
Lily” in our last. We therefore desire the author to excuse us 
for an accidental omission. 

TO WILL HONEYCOMB. 
SIR, 

If you think the enclosed, contains merit sufficient to with- 
stand the critical inspection of fudlic ofinion, you will much 
flatter the humble talents of a distant subscriber, by giving them 
to the world. 

In an age like this, to write for praise, would be a task as 
unsuccessful as to gain wealth by asking charity. When the 
minds of men are solely employed in discovering the faults and 
enjoying the misfortunes of their neighbours, we may conclude, 
that but a small share of time can be spent to blazon their virtues. 
I write not for praise ; therefore neither ask, nor expect it. I 
write for the gratification of myself, and to give vent to “ those 
mystic transports felt, of solitude and melancholy born.” And 
if I can in any measure express those feélings that have often 
glowed within, I am content. Let the world pursue that path 
which affords it the grandest prospects—and so will I: let it 
“‘ delve for life in Mammon’s dirty mine.” I shall never sigh to 
exchange my feelings for its wealth, nor for its illiberality ; let 
me enjoy the solitude of nature and the serene atmosphere of 
tranquillity ; and the heart of the world may wither in envy, or 
smile in persecution. But I digress. 


NED OF THE HILLS. 


FOR THE HIVE. 
Beneath a willow’s cooling shade, 
I slept, and fondly thought I stray’d 
Along the soft and placid wave, 
That swells around Anaceron’s grave. 








THE HIVE. 


And Oh! I heard the lyre that long 
Had known no strain but sorrow’s song, 
(Attun’d to pleasures sweet and mild) 
Resume its wanton raptures wild. 
The spirit of Anacreon sung ! 
And O ! his lyre, to pleasure strung, 
Such notes upon the air did swell, 
As e’er on raptur’d fancy fell ; 
And still as flow’d the mellow song, 
The woodland echoes did prolong, 
The softly, sweetly, warb’ling, strain 
That swell’d along the hallow’d plain. 
And ah! methought, through classic shades, 
I fondly roam’d with Grecian maids, 
Whose downy bosoms heaving rise, 
Dissolv’d in woe’s delicious sighs, 
As fond they strew’d the rose’s bloom, 
Upon their lov’d Anacreon’s tomb. 
And oft to fancy’s raptur’d ear 
His murmur’d stanzas sweet and dear 
From beauty’s lips in langour stole, 
*Twas music’s self! ‘twas music’s soul ! 
FLORIAN. 
Blue Mountain, Sept. 19, 1810. 
“ THE GENIUS OF ERIN.” 
As I paus’d o’er the Shannon, whose tide flows in numbers 
So oft has it list to the harp’s wily note ; 
O’er whose bosom the trefoiled shamrock* aye slumbers, 
And down whose bright current the breezy winds float. 





FOR THE HIVE. 


The day-star arose ’yond the sky-tow’ring mountain, 
And its faint glory shed on the face of the dell ; 

The nymph’s choral band struck a lay from their fountain, 
And “ hail Erin’s genius !”’ soft roll’d from each shell. 





* A sort of three-leaved plant, which St. Patrick is said te 
have first planted in Ireland. As the “ thistle” is the “ oli me 
tangere’’ emblem of Scotland and the “‘rose”’ that of England, so is 
the “shamrock” that of Ireland. This has given occasion to avery 
pretty conceit of a Canadian, of presenting to the governor of the 
province, a bouquet, composed of the three, as an emblem of the 
union of the three kingdoms. 




























THE HIVE. 


——— 


A stream of effulgence, like light’ning, descended, 

Quick light’ning the cave-hollow mountain’s dark side ; 
And with it a groan, like far thunder, was blended : 

“¢ Lo, the genus of Erin,” each wood-nymph replied. 


Tn an instant I saw, on the mountain’s far summit, 

A form, like a God, in dréad majesty stand : 
On his right stood a youth, ’twas the spirit of Emmet, 
Wide waving a banner of fire in his hand! 


Its inscription “ emancipate man !”’ gleam’d afar, 
While a voice like the roar of the ocean, thus spake : 

| ‘“ Sons of Erin! Unite ; follow vict’ry to war ! 
Then shall Erin be free ; and the harp shall awake! !’’ ." 


os | 
| POR THE HIVE. | 





Lines addressed to a young lady, on her requesting the author 
to produce her an ode, on her 16th birth day. 


Dear Miss, you have honour’d me much I confess, 
In the task you’ve impos’d upon me, 

But who in his senses could think to express, 
The beauties which centre in thee. ‘ 


Those charms which now bloom on thy Heavenly face, 
Are diffus’d so divinely around, 
That vain are a mortal’s poor efforts to trace, 
W hat in mortals so seldom are found. 


: Can the pen, tho’ of rapture, pretend to pourtray, 
| Isabella’s compassionate eye, 

| Or the sound of an angel’s harmonious lay, 

To mimic her soft-breathing sigh. 


a a, Onecare — 


The smiles of thy face, so enchantingly kind, 
Beam on all the same ensigns of joy, 

And the pleasures that virtue creates in thy mind, 
No misfortunes can ever alloy. 


Unvers’d in thy sex’s bewildering art, 

Which deludes the susceptible soul ; 
Thy perfections would gain the most obdurate heart, 
And beguile it to pleasing controul. 
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The tale of misfortune thou hears’t not in vain, 
Thy bosom with sympathy heaves ; 

And seeing a mortal o’erloaded with pain, 

Thy hand with rich bounty relieves. 


The youth whom wild extacy prompts to pursue, 
The foot-paths of panting desire, 

Abash’d, should thy beauty encounter his view, 
Would restrain his unquenchable fire. 


The pen of a lover oft clogg’d with delight, 
Moves not in the sphere of his will, 

But illum’d by thy beauty’s embellishing light, 
What tempest his ardour can chill? 


Yet again I reqtest it, again I declare, 
That the task must be taken from me, 

For who but an artist inspired would dare 
To finish a portrait of thee. 


That poet who breathes in a Heavenly strain, 
When with melody mingles his lays, 

To him [ll relinguish the soul-thrilling pain, 
Of ‘chanting to Isabel’s praise. 


I only will view indescribable charms 
Since fate says, ** thou shalt not do more,” 
In fancy encircle within my fond arms 
The being I’ll ever adore. THADDEUS. 





METAMORPHOSIS OF ECHO.——ror THE HIVE. a 
IMITATED FROM OVID, 
At twenty-one, thus young Cephesus shines, 
With recent manhood, blooming youth combines. 
For him thé nymphs, in love’s warm rapture burn ; 
But nymphs in vain expect the wish’d return ; 
Nor aught but scorn their tame advances raise 
While he despises, they in raptures blaze. 
The youth, where’er his toils for game he spread 
By echo, silence-smitten nymph, was sped : 
The nymph, who ne’er the first address could make, 
Nor yet be silent when another spake: 
For as the story runs in Heathen song 
The gods were once a rude, unciyil throng, 
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Who, much like men, their flames of love to quench, 
Would scratch and wrangle for a nymph or wench : 
But jealous Juno, Jove could scarce evade 

To gain an hour to chat with some young maid; 

Till Echo, nymph of more than music’s pow’r 
Engag’d to busy Juno all shat hour. 

But watchful Juno soon her projects kenn’d, 

And guess’d how Jove his hour meantime would spend ; 
And doom’d the nymph the vain essay to make, 

But ne’er to speak, until another spake ; 

Where’er his sports did fair Narcissus lead, 

There follow’d Echo witha lover’s speed ; 

While tlose his steps the unseen nymph pursues 

In greater warmth the flame of love ensues ; 

As kindred nature by attraction’s laws, 

A lambent flame o’er midway distance draws, 

And crackling blazes all the torch invest, 

That long has lain in fiery sulphur drest : 

In silent rapture, all her soul in flame 

Thus Echo burns as near his steps she came ; 

The swelling flame within her bosom pent, 

Alas! no voice to give her passion vent. 

But ready when his rosy lips should move, 

To catch the sound, and fill the air with love. 

The boy had stray’d far from his comrade swains, 
And cali’d “ come here !” across the distant plains ; 
The nymph, “ come here /’”? with rapturous wishes cry’d, 
‘Come here !” “ come here !”’ in floating accents died. 
Th’ astonish’d youth with wonder gaz’d around, 

To hear his call in breathing notes resound, 

And trembling cry’d, “ come to me ”” to his friends ; 
While Echo, “ to me !”’ warmly sighing blends, 

And springing forth with all a lover’s fire, 

Narcissus caught, the youth of scornful ire, 

Who struggling cry’d “ love ne’er can I enjoy !” 

«« Enjoy !” she cry’d and madly held the boy. 

The youth endued with virtues matchless arms 
Spurn’d from her gripe the nymph of vocal charms: 
So pure and chaste in innocence he glow’d, 

She fled abash’d at virtue’s guardian God. 

In caves she pin’d, her body doom’d to waste 

With wanton fires, that no relief could taste. 
Dissolv’d in air her vocal pow’r remains 

And echos back each sound that floats the plains. 
HARLOW. 
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THE MINSTREL.——ror THE HIVE, 
“Twas on the Colstreems winding side, 
Where many an ancient minstrel sung, 
Of many a chieftain’s warrior pride, 
As sweet the harp’s wild cadence rung. 


At evening’s soft and silent close, 

I hied me to the silver stream, 
And as yon paly planet rose, 

The harp I heard in fancy’s dream. 


And, O! a strain so sweet did float, | 
O’er slumbering fancy’s raptur’d ear, 

It seem’d as if an angel’s note, sil 
The gentle night-winds soft did bear. 


Methought as on the moss I lay, 
In airy slumbers sweet and mild, 

*T was thus an aged bard did say, 
As loud'his harp-strings warbled wild : 


‘¢ Fair stream ! whose waves so soft along 
Thy moss-crown’d vales, meand’ring lave, i 

Here often has the minstrel’s song, 
Flow’d o’er thy softly rolling wave. | 


‘¢ But where are now thy bards, whose song 
So oft thy name, O! Colstreem sung, 
With sweetest notes, that loud and long 
O’er all thy flowery borders rung? oe 


«“ Ah, woe the day, when ruthless came 
The chieftains of a foreign land; 

And Scotia’s ancient minstrel fame, 
Lay humbled by the tyrant band.* 





* Edward I. king of England, after having a second time con- 
quered the Scotch nation, being sensible, that nothing kept alive | 
the ideas of military valour and ancient glory, so- much as the 
traditional poetry of the people, which, assisted by the powers of 
music and jollity of festivals, made deep impression on the minds 
of the youth, gathered together all the Welsh bards, and from a 
barbarous, though not absurd, policy, ordered them to be put to 
death. Hume’s Engl. vol. 2, p. 121. 






























THE HIVE. 


“ Sleep, soft ye minstrel spirits sleep! 

The friends of song shall mourn your doom ; 
And beauty’s feeling mem’ry weep, 

As slow they pass each turf-clad tomb. 


«“ For me these silvery locks may tell, 
The long and weary span I’ve gone, 
I’ve seen when noble Meilor.fell, 
The best and gentlest bard that shone. 


«¢ And when this form, that lowly bends, 
To earth’s cold bosom shall be given, 


The spirits of my parted friends, H 
Shall bear me to the minstrel’s Heaven. 4 


FLORIAN. | 





FOR THE HIVE. 
‘ oun 
To account for all a man’s antipathies and partialities, it would 
be necessary to give a complete metaphysical history of his mind 
from his terrestrial entrance to his exit. I shall, therefore, not 
pretend to account for my partiality to the note of the “ August 
cricket,” otherwise than by saying that it never fails of being the 
first link of a chain of ideas, “ the memory of joys that are 
past.” No modifications and combinations of sound within the | 
scope of the world of music, can please me so well ‘as that sim- 
ple monotonous note that we every evening at this season hear. I 
will, however, say no more in this style, but proceed to my 


“‘¢ Address to. the August cricket.’’ 


Thou dear companion of the autumnal hour; thou, whose 
note is still the same to me in adversity as in prosperity ; thou, 
who comest to greet the growing eve, to welcome PLENTY in, 
and serenade us to the fireside ; thou, who lovest like me the 
yellow hour of maturing nature, when her every aspect sweetly 
smiles us into thoughts of dissolution ; thou dear and long-re- 
: membered mite, welcome to my ear in this land of strange 

strangers. I have heard thee sing in other times: I have heard 
| thy note, when health and cheerfulness were not stinted to mere 
life and extorted smile. In my boyish days thou wast my sweet 
musician, and still, with change of sublunary nature, thou art 
wont as ever to crawl to the kitchen door and there to tune thy 
diamond wings to my repose.* I have known thee in joy and 
grief: in innumerable solitudes and in society of divers natures. 
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Thy note is sweet; “tis not turbulent in mine ear. It blunts the 
asperity of my waning years, and takes from even joy its poignant 
edge, and tinges it with a palitable melancholy. Dear little 
tunester, canst not sing to me all winter? I’d give thee a corner 
of my garret and thou might’st even crawl to my foot’s pillow 
and lay snug of a winter’s night. Thou shalt have sweet herb- 
age for thy fare, and in return I’d beg thy winged softening lay. 
Thy tune is better than flattery, for that is the language of a 
false heart: it is better than the voice of love, for that is capri- 
cious and turbulent: it is better than the speech of man, for that 
often glides over a vile tongue, and the harp or viol or lute are 
nothing to thee, for man is the vile cause of their sweetness ; it 
is less boisterous than the trump of fame, and is more constant 
than the love-ditty of the nightingale. Cricket, fare~thee well, 
and when thou wouldst please me crawl near my step and sing. 
it will appease my restless and troubled spirit. 
PHILOGRYLLUS. 





* It is said the cricket makes his note by grating his wings 
together ; which are somewhat in shape of a bellows’ boards, and 
recularly marked out in beautiful diamonds. I have some where 
read that these first suggested the notion of the bagpipes. 

a 
NOTICES. 

We must excuse ourselves to “ Thaddeus” for so long a 
delay ; which was owing to our having mislaid his letter. We 
publish his lines to “ a lady,” but for our reasons for not pub- 
lishing his “ apparation,’’ he must look into our remarks* to 
“ Ned of the Hills.’ Sat verbum. 

Several communications on hand. ‘They shall be attended to 
in due time. <A writer who calls himself Banquo or some other 
ehostly name that we cannot recollect,(for we write at a distance 
from our port-folio of scraps) will do us a great favour by send- 
ing his future communications, cartes-blanches ; for they will 

then be of some use to us. 


* Postponed for want of room. 





THe Hive will be zssued once a week, and forwarded to sub 


scribers at $2 frer ann. frayable, one half at the expiration of 


six months from the date of the first number, and the remainder 
at the end of the year. 





LANCASTER, PENNSYLVANIA, 
Printed and published by William Hamilton. 
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